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Late night lab 


Sofia and Natasha were working on their project for their Fundamentals of Public Relations class. It was Il:00 
PM and they were still in the Journalism hall in the student computer lab. Sofia was trying to crunch some 
numbers with a statistical program and Natasha was goofing off and surfing the net. 


Sofia and Natasha had been friends since high school, and this was something their peers never understood. 
Natasha was a blonde cheerleader extrovert and Sofia was a dark-haired artistic yet somewhat bookish type. 
Somehow they just clicked, though. They had been best friends all throughout high school and were now 
sharing a dorm room, and a major, in college. This meant they were in a lot of the same classes and had 


elected to be partners for the Fundamentals midterm project. 


Sofia was always the one to take things seriously and be an overachiever, so she was really doing her best to 
get an A on this project. Natasha knew how to knuckle down and get the job done when it came to school, but 
after 8:00 her brain had done a ‘CTRL ALT DEL' and she had since been on Myspace, Google, 


mychemicalromance.com and now qlOlcom - Manhattan, Kansas‘ number one rock station. 


"Hey, Sofia, check this out," Natasha said, jabbing her with her elbow. 


She glanced over at her friend's screen. 


"QIOI is having a contest. Win ‘Dinner For Two' with Nikki Sixx!" Natasha said, excitedly. "You should totally 


enter" 
"Oh, no, | don't think so," she said, looking back at her screen and continuing to work on her data 

"SOFIA - it's Nikki Sixx. Your ultimate dream man How can you not want to enter this contest?" 

"| wouldn't dare subject Nikki Sixx to my company," she said, matter-of-factly 

Natasha stared at Sofia in shock as she chewed on her pencil and tried to figure out how to best analyze the 
data they'd collected for their project. Sofia felt her friend staring at her and she knew Natasha probably 


found her response, or rather lack of any real response, puzzling. But Sofia didn't know how to explain it. 


"It says here that not only do you get to have dinner with him and take pictures with him, you get to ask him 
five questions that you've been dying to ask him. Five." 


Sofia wasn't taking the bait. She kept typing on her computer. 

"If we're ever going be able to head back to our dorm we'd better finish this assignment, Nat 

"But Sofia, look Look at this!" 

"What?!" she huffed, turning to look at the tiny print that Natasha was pointing to. 

"The winner will be flown to LA. and put up in a 5 star hotel. That night Nikki will personally escort the winner 
to dinner in a limo - hello? A limo! | am so entering myself. Im not all into him like you are but hey, he's hot 


and the winner is getting total star treatment. You will die of jealousy when | go out on my date with Nikki Sixx 
and then seduce him in my extra posh 5 star hotel room." 


Sofia laughed. 

"Okay, first of all, its not a date. Its a contest, and l'm sure he is going to be nice to whoever wins but it will 
be nothing more than the same politeness he would show any fan. It's a glorified meet and greet. That's it. 
Second, Nikki is married. And | wouldn't even get any ideas about seduction because goodness knows Donna is 
the woman that's best for him. Even if | could, | wouldn't get in the way of that. They belong together." 
"Celebrity marriages are a joke," Nat said. "Someone's always cheating." 


"Well, not Nikki and Donna. They're in love." 


Natasha rolled her eyes like Sofia was lost in ‘La La Land, but she wasn't even bothering to touch that one. 


"You have somewhat of a point about it being a glorified meet and greet," Nat said. "But hey - it's a meet and 
greet that only YOU will be at. Just Nikki and you. So you will get all of his attention And you get to ask him 
things you've been wanting to know for years. | still think this is the best contest ever." 

"So enter it," Sofia said, with a shrug. 

"Well you have to write an essay about why you want to meet him, and | don't know what to say." 

"How long does it have to be?" 

"Two hundred words." 

"Ugh, God. That's nothing. My cat could write a 200 word essay.’ 

"So write me one." 

"You want me to write you a 200 word essay so you can meet a man you know nothing about and care 
nothing about, just so you can go to California, stay in a luxury hotel and ride in a limo?" 

if you're not gonna enter, one of us should, right? You never know who's gonna win" 

"Okay fine. | guess | feel like being selfless. Give me five minutes.’ 

"Yay!" she said, bouncing in her seat. 

"This is not going to be the best thing ever written, Nat. | mean I'm working short notice here." 

"That's okay. Everything you write is great, I'm sure it'll win 

"Okay here goes." 

Sofia opened a Microsoft Word document and began to type. 

| would like to meet Nikki Sixx because he has been an inspiration in my life for over a decade. His music has 
helped me through a lot of hard times and shaken me out of a rut on more than one occasion. | admire his 
ability to be so open and honest about his life, his successes and even his shortcomings. | admire the fact that 
he's willing to share his experiences with drug addiction with all of us because | think its very sobering for the 
fans and it sends a message about the dangers of substance abuse. Nikki is my hero because ultimately he's 


someone who had a dream and followed it through. He knew what he wanted and he found a way to get there. 


That gives me hope that maybe | could do the same. Nikki seems to be a very genuine person and | have 


heard that he is amazingly cool to his fans. | would like to win this contest because | would like to have the 
opportunity to experience that firsthand, and to sit down and talk to my hero face to face and let him know 


how much his life has affected mine. 


It's gay," she said, after she reread it. 


"Let me see," Nat said, scooting her chair over to read it. "Its not gay, it's great! Ah, | knew you'd write 
something good. Save it to a disk so | can submit it" 


"Fine," she grumbled, saving it and passing it to her. "Good luck." 
"Thank you," she smiled, and began typing up her submission. 


Sofia knew that she would be very jealous if Natasha did, in fact, win the contest. Especially since she was the 
one who'd written the essay. But the truth was, Nikki would enjoy having dinner with a girl like Natasha. Why 


would he want to have dinner with a weirdo like her? She was sure he wouldn't. 


If Natasha won the contest she would be perfect and look perfect in all the pictures and he would like all her 
questions and laugh at all her jokes and hell - maybe she would seduce him. Natasha had seduced several 
high-profile band boys. Which was one of the reasons why she hated going to shows with her. Nat wasn't 
skanky by any means but when she wanted a boy she got him. And it helped that she always got invited to 
the VIP parties and Sofia either didn’t, or she was only there because she was Nat's friend. Either way it was 


just a reminder that her best friend was A-List material, and she was...not. 


She just couldn't hold it against her, though, because she was such a nice girl. A genuinely selfless person 
Except for this whole entering the contest thing, which even though she'd told her to do it, she still couldn't 
believe she actually would. Nikki Sixx was her thing. He always had been, Nat was never into him. Why was she 


all about him now? 


She shrugged it off, though. The chances that either of them would win were slim to none. 


Visions € Phone Calls 


Author's Notes: 
Nm SO sorry, | just realized that there was a whole part of this story that didn\'t get added before the next 


part and it\'s one of the most important chapters! It\'s here now, though. 


The morning trek across the campus to get to General Botany class at 7:00 AM that Tuesday was brutal. 
Especially for Sofia, who had overslept and was still half asleep. Somehow she made it on time, though, and took 
her seat next to her lab partner just as her professor began to drone on in his completely unintelligible 


European accent. She did her best to take notes. 


As she was scribbling down the characteristics of dikaryotic basidiomycetes (known to the average consumer 
as mushrooms) she had a vision. She saw her professor in the lab after hours with the redhead girl who 
always sat on the front row and wore those low-cut shirts. Her mouth fell open and she had to regain her 
composure quickly so as not to be noticed by her classmates staring off into space with an odd look on her 


face. But she'd gotten a lot better at managing her visions. 


The visions had started happening when she was |5. Her family was in a car accident, it was her and her 
parents and her younger brother Colin. Though no one had been gravely hurt, it was a serious crash. She had 
been thrown against the windshield and had a concussion. She was unconscious for two days. When she 
awakened she just wasn't the same. She had never again felt the same. Oh she felt fine, physically. But she 
sometimes saw things that weren't there and she sometimes saw things that had happened, were happening 


somewhere else, or were about to happen in the very near future. 


Mostly everyone she had told about these visions had quickly deemed her crazy. She had, in fact, been in 
therapy for much of her high school experience. The only person who'd never called her crazy or treated her 
any differently because of her visions was Natasha. And over time, they had both begun to see just how 
eerily accurate the visions were. They'd both seen so much proof that what was happening in her visions was 
real. They were both believers. If she called Natasha and told her not to go to a party but she couldn't tell 
her why, she wouldn't go. 


Natasha knew how sensitive Sofia was about her visions and how much of an outsider she sometimes felt 
because of them. But she was very supportive. She always encouraged her to be social, but Sofia hated 
meeting or touching new people. It often brought on a rush of visions about them - past, present or future. 
This usually made her uncomfortable because there were usually things there she either really didn't want to 
know or things she thought they should really know but she didn't know how to tell them. Then she had to 


deliberate on whether or not she should tell them. 


Her past experiences with trying to help people had always gone sour so she'd taken to not telling people about 
any vision she had unless the situation was absolutely grave. Fortunately that had only happened once and the 


person she'd had the vision about was a child. His mother was overprotective as it was so she just followed 


Sofia's advice to be on the safe side, even though she didn't really believe in psychic intuition or visions. 

It was just a tough burden to bear sometimes. When she had a boyfriend she always knew when he was lying 
and she always knew all about the things he didn't want her to know he had done. When she slept with a guy 
she always felt extremely close to him and tended to get a little too attached. Some guys got spooked and 
disappeared on her, which ended up being heartbreaking for her. She had been avoiding romantic relationships 
for a year. 

She was shocked, though, at this vision of her teacher and the student on the front row. Her professor wasn't 
exactly a good-looking man by any means, which meant she was likely sleeping with him for a grade. Sofia 
thought that things like this only went on in prime time TV shows and made-for-TV movies. It was shocking to 
see that it happened in real life. But a lot of the things she'd found out about human nature through her 


visions was shocking indeed. 


After Gen Bot she was walking through the campus, on her way to the dining hall to pick up lunch so she could 
eat in her room and study for awhile before her 1:30 class. Her cell started to ring and she took her 
headphones off and answered it. 

"Hello?" 

"Hello, may | speak with Sofia Balmoral?" a particularly cheeky sounding fellow asked. 

"Speaking." 

"Sofia this is Mike Meadows at QIOI, how's your day going today?" 

‘Oh.uhm.great.." she said, mind racing with questions. 


How did he get her number? Why was he calling? 


Truthfully, she was kinda scared. The Deejays on that station liked to do a lot of prank calling and embarrass 
people on the air. She had no idea what she was in store for. 


"Well your day is about to get even better, Sofia," he said. "Sofia, are you sitting down?" 
"No..." 
"You might want to, because l've got some news for youl” 


‘Oh my God, is this on the radio?" she asked, thinking maybe she should have a seat. She sat on the nearest 
bench in the courtyard. 


"Yes, you are live on QIOI right now, Sofia" 

"Oh boy.” 

"Im holding an essay in my hand right now, an essay you wrote about why you want to meet Nikki Sixx" 

"Oh my God," she said She instantly knew what must've happened - Natasha must've signed up for her! 

"Do you know what we think of this essay here at QIOI, Sofia?" 

"No..what do you think of if?" 

"WE LOVE IT" he cried. "This is the best fricken essay we've gotten yet. You should see the piles of crap we 
have littering our email Inboxes Sofia, just crap crap and nothing but crap! But yours, yours was honest 
intelligent and heartfelt. It was genuine and to the point. And so we think you should meet Nikki Sixx. You're goin 


to meet Nikki Sixx this upcoming Tuesday!" 


"OH MY GOD!" she said, trying to sound excited so nobody would know that she found this more frightening 
than anything else. 


‘Isn't this great?!" 
"Yes, yes this is awesome!" 


"You're obviously a huge fan, Sofia, and we just know you're gonna have an amazing time having Dinner For Two 


with Nikki Sixx!" 
"Oh thank you so much!" 
"What radio station just made your dream come true?" 


"QIOI!" she said. 


Protests 


"Donna, it's a contest," Nikki stressed. "I didn't even come up with the idea. It's all just some promotional thing 
the label put together to keep attention on the tour." 


"So, | don't care. It's a little too much like a date if you ask me, and | don't want you doing it," she said, on the 


other end of the line. 


Nikki was on the tourbus after a show, talking to Donna on his cell. The other boys were all up to some form 


of devilment or another but he was being a good boy and hanging on the bus to avoid the groupies and drugs. 
Its hardly a date, | wont even know what the girl is gonna look like. And that's for the best. She's probably 
gonna be some fat hideous Midwestern cow who will cry throughout the entire dinner and tell me about how 
she listened to Shout at the Devil 5,000 times after her grandma died and that somehow helped her make 
peace with it." 

"You're so jaded," Donna laughed. 

"lam not" 

"Yeah you are. They drive you crazy, don't they?" 

First l'm too close to my fans and now | don't love them enough?" 

‘I'm not saying you're too close to them l'm just saying this is not a suitable contest for a married man 
Everybody wants to go out to dinner with their favorite star but when your favorite star is married that's a 


whole different thing." 


"Donna are you honestly threatened by some girl you don't even know? You're the most amazing and beautiful 


woman in the world." 


"Aw honey," she oozed. "You're sweet. But still. That girl is going to have nothing on her mind but getting into 
your pants." 


"Not necessarily. And even if she did, do you honestly think that would happen?" 
"I think | don't want you to do this contest at all." 
"There's going to be photographers and cameras everywhere. Honestly, why are you even worried?" 


"I'm not worried" 


"Good. Because that would be a little nutty." 
"Well maybe you make me a little nutty." 

"Cute. But nothing is going to happen Trust me. 
"Alright" 

"So what are you gonna do while I'm gone that night?" 


"Well I've been thinking about going to go see my mother for awhile now but you know how busy we've been | 
think | might fly out and just spend some time with her." 


"That'll be nice." 


"Yeah, I'm looking forward to it. l'Il bet you're looking forward to your Dinner For Two. It's not every day you 


have an excuse to take another woman out on a date." 


"Please. I'll be spending my night listening to questions like ‘If you were an animal what animal would you be?" 


he said, putting on a little girl voice. 


"Oh no, that's too intelligent. It'll probably be something more like ‘If you were a McDonalds menu item what 


would you be?" 
Nikki laughed. 


"Trust me, there will be no romantic thoughts going on during this dinner. There is not a woman in the world 


that could hold a candle to you.” 


Off to LA 


"| AM GOING TO KILL YOU!" Sofia screamed, as she entered her dorm room to find Natasha talking on the 


phone and lying across her bed. 

She hastily hung up when she saw her. 

‘Oh my God, | just heard you on the radiolll" she squealed, clapping. "I'm so excited for youll" 

"Natasha, listen to me," she said, sitting across from her on the bed. "You have no idea what you've done." 
"Oh you can thank me later," she smiled, modestly. 


"Nat, this is not a good thing! If | go on this trip | am only going to do something weird and embarrass myself. 
In front of Nikki Sixx!" 


"Well just don't do anything weird!" 

‘Its not that easy! | just am weird! What if | cant help it?!" 

‘Nothing weird is going to happen. It'll just be a nice dinner and a nice memory. There isn't anything crazy to 
find out about Nikki, you pretty much know all there is to know about him already. And from what I've heard 
he's an open book." 

"Well that is true..But..” 

"And you yourself said that the fans say he's really nice." 

"Well yeah, but." 

"But what? Why are you unable to let loose and have a little fun?" 

"Because..." 

"What? What is the real issue here?" 

"The real issue is that.Nikki is not going to like me." 


"Why? Why wouldn't you think he'd like you?" 


"Because l'm not pretty enough." 


"What?! | think you're very pretty." 

"You're my best friend. You're supposed to say that." 

"| say it because it's true." 

"He's married to a playmate. He's going to think I'm a fat cow." 


"You're just making excuses. If you really thought Nikki was the kind of man who wouldn't like you because of 


what you look like, I'm sure you wouldn't even want to meet him. And | know you want to meet him." 
"| really do," she admitted. "I just don't know how | can." 


"Easily. Nothing is going to happen. And hey, if itll make you feel more comfortable, we can spend this whole 
week beautifying. It'll be fun. We'll get you a whole new look and a new attitude." 


"| dunno, Nat." 


‘Oh c'mon Live a little. Live the dream, woman! Here it is, this is a once in a lifetime opportunity. Are you 


really going to turn it down because you're a little unsure of yourself?" 

"Well, when you put it like that, it's kinda hard to refuse." 

"So don't! It's your reward for all your years of dedication You earned it. Take it!" 
"Alright," she said, with a smile. "You're right. I'll go." 

"Awesome! Now, lets write some questions." 


"Okay!" she said, grabbing her notebook. "I'm drawing a blank What have you got?" 


"Are you serious?" she asked, collapsing on the bed in a fit of laughter. 

"Hey, that question tells you a lot about someone's character," she pouted. 

"Riiiight." 

Sofia spent all week thinking off and on of what to ask Nikki. She'd come up with hundreds of questions and she 


hated them all. She went to her favorite and most trusted Journalism professor and asked for advice. She 
tried to help her with a little brainstorming session, but Sofia didn't like any of the questions they came up 


with either. 


Finally she decided to just go the honest route. After all, he was probably expecting her questions to be lame, 
so if they were it didn't matter. She sat down with a picture of him and stared at it trying to think of things 
she wanted to know. Then she wrote the first five questions she could think of down on a sheet of paper and 
refused to think about it again until Monday night when she took the sheet of paper and packed it in her bag. 
They still seemed like pretty good questions to her, so she decided to just run with them. 


Tuesday afternoon Sofia had her bag packed and her beautiful new evening gown in a garment bag hanging over 
her shoulder as she clung to Natasha for dear life in the airport. 


"I wish | could go," Nat said. 

"I wish you could, tool | don't wanna go by myself." 

"Aw, you're gonna be fine," she said. "I know you are. Nikki's going to love you." 

"How do you know?" 

"Because you're the coolest person | know." 

"Thanks, Nat," she said, fighting back tears. 

"You're welcome. Call me as soon as you get there," she said, with an excited grin 

"| will. Thanks so much for making all of this happen for me." 

"You're welcome. Enjoy it," she said, with one last hug. "Thank me by enjoying it” 

When she arrived in LA a limo was waiting to pick her up from the airport and she checked into the hotel at 
5:00 PM. It was unbelievably lavish. It had everything she could possibly need in it. It was about the size of an 
apartment and every bit as cozy. She only had 2 hours to get ready for dinner with Nikki so she called Nat 
right quick to check in and then hit the shower. She'd had her hair and nails done and had been to a 
professional to learn how to apply her makeup. So once she was all groomed she felt she had done a reasonable 
job. 

Her black dress was elegant and fit her well. She was wearing some very expensive black high heeled pumps 
and a dainty black clutch handbag. Her hair was long and smooth with just a hint of wave to it and the makeup 
she had applied served to make her lips look fuller and her gray eyes look wider. She wasn't sure if she'd 


achieved being hot, but she was fairly certain she wouldn't embarrass Nikki in any way. That was good enough 


for her. 


It was 6:55 and he was arriving at 1:00, so she went downstairs to meet up with the label reps. 


Nikki was sitting in the limo parked in front of the hotel wondering what on Earth he was in store for. Donna 
had called him earlier that day to tease him mercilessly and she had requested that many pictures be taken 
of ‘Sissy Spacek’ which was her best guess as to what the girl was going to look like. 


He'd been handed some information on her which he'd skimmed in the car on the way over. It was just the 
profile and essay she'd submitted over the radio station's web site. Her profile was exactly what he'd expected, 
but he liked the essay. He was happy to know that even if she turned out to be a total dog or a serious dork 
(or Sissy Spacek), at least she would be intelligent and she might even have some good questions for him. 


Something other than "Omigod, lyke, is it hard to be so hot?" 


It was 5 minutes until 7:00 and he was looking around for her. He kept looking at random women coming out of 
the hotel and wondering if they were her. None of them seemed right, though. He wondered if he'd even be 
able to tell. Suddenly he saw a woman who caught his eye. She had just walked out of the door - a dark-haired 
girl with an hourglass figure and big, charming eyes. She was tall and slender, wearing a black backless evening 
gown that fit just right. He was thinking she was very graceful, kind of like a model, but just then she tripped 
on something. One of the doormen caught her arm and she smiled and apparently made a joke to him because 
they both started to crack up laughing. She looked adorable when she laughed, really good-natured and fun- 
loving. It was so interesting to him for a girl who looked so elegant to still have a goofball hiding in there. She 
regained her composure and continued down the steps and he decided he thought she was very pretty. 


It just made him delighted that there were so many different types of beautiful women in the world. There 
were girls like Donna but then there were also girls like this one. She probably had a boyfriend who was crazy 
about her. Or a husband. But was she old enough to be married? He was trying to figure out how old she was 


when he noticed a couple of the label's promotions people walk up to her and start talking to her. 
‘Wait. That can't be her’ he thought, checking the profile again. ‘Sofia Balmoral. | guess she could be a Sofia’ 


The name Sofia had conjured up the image in his mind of Sofia the Sicilian grandma from The Golden Girls. But 
this Sofia was more the Sophia Loren in her heyday kind. 


"Not bad," he said, aloud to himself. 


Dinner For Two 


Sofia was escorted to a white stretch limo and a driver opened the door for her. This was it, her entrance 
into the limo where Nikki was undoubtedly sitting. She hoped she wouldn't step on her dress and rip it off or 
do anything else clumsy or unladylike. Her nerves were just so on edge. She took a deep breath, nodding her 
thanks to the driver and gracefully entering the car. The driver closed the door. 

Heart pounding, she looked to her left, and despite her will to suppress it a big grin spread over her face. Nikki 
was sitting right there and he looked absolutely amazing. He had on black pinstriped pants, a black button down 
shirt and a black pinstriped jacket. His hair was looking perfectly coiffed and particularly lovely. He was wearing 
eye makeup. He was every bit as gorgeous as she had expected and more. She'd always found him unbelievable 
attractive in pictures, but seeing him in person it was obvious that pictures did him no justice. He smiled 
amiably and she wondered if she should check to make sure she wasn't drooling. She'd never seen a man so 
attractive that close up before. It was mind-boggling. 

She couldn't have spoken if she'd tried so she didn't even try. 

"Hi, you must be Sofia," he said, offering her his hand. 

She just grinned like an idiot and shook his hand. 

Fortunately she was too nervous to get any visions. 

She was relieved. 


"lm Nikki, nice to meet you." 


"Same here," she said, struggling to think of something she could actually get her mouth to say. She instantly 
wanted to kick herself for that one. 


"You look beautiful tonight," he said. 

The compliment didn't even phase her, he was no doubt trying to make her feel more at ease. 
"Oh thanks, you too," she rattled off. 

"Thanks," he said with a little adorable laugh. 

She turned red, wondering why her capacity to speak intelligently was nonexistent at the moment. 


"So we have a few options planned for dinner. What's your favorite food, Sofia?" he asked. 


"Oh my goodness, | don't know." 
"You don't know?" he asked, a bit perplexed by that. 
"Well, | mean | know, but | haven't really done much fine dining or anything like that. So | couldn't really say.’ 


"Oh, don't worry about it. I'll pick somewhere that has a little of everything. That way you'll be sure to find 


something you'll like." 


"Well thank you," she said, trying to put on her enjoyable guest behavior instead of her stark raving dork 


behavior. 

He told the driver where to go and it sounded entirely French. Which she figured didn't matter. She was so not 
concerned with the food. She highly doubted that she'd even be able to eat anything. She was sure whatever 
he picked would be fine. 

"So have you got some hard questions for me?" he asked, as they took off and merged into traffic. 

"Ah no, I'm not going to grill you." 

"Hey go for it. | honestly think at this point I've heard it all” 

"Well | may have a couple of original ones for you." 

"I'll be glad to hear them." 


She smiled, but couldn't think of a damn thing to say. Her brain honestly went completely blank 


‘Say something, don't be weird! Agh | cant think of anything! Damn, he smells good. | wonder what kind of 


cologne he wears? | wonder if | can find a way to ask? Oh God, l'm a loser! 
"So tell me about you," Nikki said. "What do you do?" 

"Im a college student. Public Relations major with a minor in Dance” 

"Oh that's really cool. What school?" 

"Kansas State" 

"Yeah thats right, | heard you were a Kansas girl" 


"Yeah, | guess a little mundane compared to California girls." 


"| dunno about that, Midwestern girls are cool," he smiled. "So what are you gonna do once you graduate?" 
"l am going to interview musicians," she said with a grin. 
"Awesome! This can be like a mini internship then. Do you think you could get college credit for this?" he joked. 


‘Im totally gonna ask," she laughed. 


Nikki felt really guilty for it but he still couldn't help taking a brief glance at Sofia's rear as they were walking 
up to the door of the restaurant. It was a perfect little heart-shaped imprint in her dress. 


‘Wow, what a great ass," he thought. ‘It must be all that dancing. Dancers usually have great bodies. | wonder 
what kind of dance she's into? Would it be wrong of me to ask? I'll bet she's very flexible. She looks very..hey 
wait, | shouldn't even be thinking like this! God, Donna was right - this was a bad ideal Why couldn't she have 
just been Sissy Spacek?! 


Sofia looked up at him and gave him an adorable little smile. He smiled back. 


‘Oh man, she's really cute. | might actually enjoy this dinner after all. No, this is just a fan thing. This is not a 
date thing. It's kinda like a meet and greet. Only its just me and her. And | get to spend the whole night with 
her. Oh God, why am | such a loser?! | have a wife! Why isn't that enough?! It is, but dammit, | was not 
expecting this! Well it doesn't matter. So what if | have to have dinner with a gorgeous dancer? That's 
preferable to the alternative - fat hideous crying cow. Yeesh. Damn, | hate those criers..' 


What you see is what you.. 


When they walked into the restaurant Sofia found that there were photographers and press people there, but 


no patrons. 

"There isn't anybody else here?" she asked, as they were escorted to their table. 
"No, it's been rented out for us." 

"| see," she said. "I feel important" 

"You are important," he said, charmingly. 

She blushed. 


"| guess I'm just used to it," he said. "I prefer to have other people around when | go out, but with the 


cameras it would just be a bit much." 

"| guess so." 

"So it's just you and me tonight" 

"| don't have a problem with that," she said, probably a bit flirtatiously. 

"Me neither," he smiled. 

He pulled her chair out for her and she had a seat, then he sat across from her. The waiter brought them 
menus. She had no idea what anything on the menu was. Half of it was in French and the other half that 
actually was in English was still not ringing a bell. She was afraid she'd order something horrible, but she just 
sat there pretending to read it all with interest and wondering what the hell she was going to do when it came 
time to order. 

"So what looks good to you?" he asked. 

She stifled the urge to say "you" and she stifled the urge to laugh at the fact that she'd just had that 
thought. As she looked at the menu again she wondered when the last time was that he had dinner with 
someone who didn't have goo gobs of money. 


"Honestly, | have no idea what any of this is," she said, and started to laugh. 


"Well | think | can help you out with that," he said. "We don't want you ordering anything crazy." 


"Yeah cause | mean all of this sounds lovely but you've gotta know what it really is. ‘Branched Hollandaise 
Matengue' could really be..oh say..stewed squid 


Nikki laughed. 
"Now I'm pretty adventurous with food, but that's gotta be gross." 


"Yeah | know!" 


Nikki helped her pick something and when it arrived she still didn't really know what it was, but it looked great, 
smelled great and tasted absolutely divine. So good, in fact, she did manage to eat, which she found surprising. 


Nikki was surprised that Sofia wasn't more nervous. She was behaving perfectly normally. Like a mature young 
lady with class. And she had impeccable table manners. He wasn't watching her eat or anything, but he had 
noticed. Maybe she was so relaxed because she wasn't attracted to him? He started to wonder if she found 
him attractive. Maybe he wasn't her type? She just didn't seem to be sitting there plotting ways to get into 
his pants as Donna had promised. And, truthfully, that was slightly disappointing. 

He wondered if he hit on her would she be open to that? Of course he would never, but if he did.would she? 
Was she that type of girl? Did she have a naughty girl hiding somewhere deep down in there? Or was she all 
rice? Did she have a boyfriend? How could he find out? 

"What kind of dance do you study?" 

"Ballroom." 

"That can be hot," he said, and instantly wanted to kick himself for that improper statement. 

"Yeah, it can," she smiled. 

"Is your boyfriend into dance?" 

"No." 

"Why not?" 

"Because | don't have one right now," she said, with a coy look. 


He fought the urge to ask why. He did wonder, though. 


Why was such a charming girl without a boyfriend? 


They didn't get into the 5 questions right away, they just ate and held smalltalk and enjoyed the wine and the 
music and the general ambience of the place. Sofia thought he was a very funny man, much like she'd 


expected, but there was something about him that put her at ease, too. 


After dinner they decided to get the Question/Answer portion out of the way. She had written her questions 
on a card because she suspected she'd forget them in his awesome presence and she had been very right. So 


she got them out. 


"Alright, for my first question," she began. "When you decided to become a musician | know you'd never really 


picked up an instrument before. Did you ever doubt that you'd have any talent?" 
Nikki laughed a little. 


"Yeah. | doubted it quite a bit in the beginning, but | think if you want something bad enough you put in the 
work it takes to get there. | guess | always thought that if | worked hard enough | would make it to a certain 
level of skill if not talent. | didn't expect that things would go as far as they did from the beginning, though. | 
would say it kinda grew with time. But in the beginning, | honestly just wanted to get girls." 


Sofia laughed. 


"Well you pulled that off. And speaking of girls, that brings me to my next question. Of all the women in your 
life Vanity seems to be the only one you have a particularly vocal dislike for. Just out of curiosity, did you 
two part on bad terms?" 


"Oh," he grimaced. "Vanity..| have nothing against the chick now, but seriously back then she was just psycho. 
When we broke up she didn't take it well. Lets just say | lost some valuable possessions." 


"Ouch, that's not good" 


"Yeah well, in a way | deserved it. | wasn't exactly the nicest about it. But then again | was beyond the point 
where I'd had enough of her antics, you know? But | wouldn't say | have a particular dislike for her. All my 
exes have done their fair share to make me miserable. And vice versa. Vanity was just the most outlandish of 
the crazy chicks in my life so | guess she's more fun to make fun of. | mean regardless of whatever Brandi 


has done she's still the mother of my kids and | have a certain amount of respect for her because of that" 
"Well that's admirable." 


"We just weren't ready to get married. | wasn't in a stable place and | didn't know the first thing about 
commitment. My idea of fidelity was making sure she didn't find out" 


Sofia laughed. 


"We both cheated, so it's not like | can put all the blame on her." 

"Well | guess not, considering what happened with her sister." 

Nikki looked confused. 

"How did you know about that?" 

"Oh. I| dunno. | mustve read it somewhere." 

She truthfully wasn't sure how she knew about the fact that Nikki had once gotten it on with Brandis sister 
while Brandi was actually in the house. But she knew it was attributed to her psychic ability, which he would 
never understand, 

| never told anybody about that before." 

"Are you sure, Nikki? | mean with all the interviews you do, and you are quite candid... 

‘I'm fairly sure. Actually that's one of the few things I've been sitting on over the years." 

"Well how else would | know?" 

He thought that over. 


"You're right. | must've mentioned it and forgotten" 


"That's the only good explanation," she said, innocently. "So, for my next question: After your near death 
experience, what do you think is after this life?" 


"You know, | still don't know. | mean | definitely do believe in a higher power l'm just still working to figure out 
who or what that higher power is. | just have a hard time subscribing to organized religion" 


"Me too. It just doesn't make sense to me, no matter how hard | try to understand it.” 


"Yeah, it's entirely conflicting and there's just so much hypocrisy. Sometimes | think maybe we weren't even 


meant to know now. But that's a question I've been working to find the answer to." 

"Me too. | think we all need something to believe in" 

"Definitely. For me its my family. My family is my life. | don't have a doubt that love and family are the two 
main reasons why we're here. And right now l'm just trying to enjoy that and really put my time into that. 


That's what really lasts in the end 


"That's true. That is eternal, but then again so is your music. And you've made some great contributions to 


the world, Nikki." 
"Thank you. That means a lot to me." 


"And to me and all the rest of your fans," she smiled. "Which brings me to my next question. Is it hard as an 


artist to put your work out there sometimes not knowing how well it will be received?" 

"Always. It's always hard. | appreciate constructive criticism, but a lot of criticism isn't even remotely 
constructive. That kind you have to be able to shrug off to make it in this business. There are always going to 
be those people out there who want to put down everything you do. It's just the industry. But you just have 
to concentrate on your fanbase and the people out there who really do get what you're trying to do." 

"You always seem very confident, Nikki. Has there ever been a time when you've experienced stage fright?" 
"Not really. I've always had a love for performing.” 


"We can tell," she giggled. 


"Well it is a lot of fun | mean in the beginning for Motley it was about just trying to be as shocking as 
possible and still getting away with it, but | think we've all developed our own styles of performing." 


"Do copycats drive you nuts?" 

"| think its hilarious. You know what they say, imitation is the greatest form of flattery." 
"I think imitation is a lack of originality.” 

Nikki laughed. 


"In some cases. But it makes me feel good to know I've inspired people and that Mötley Crue has inspired other 


bands." 
"Well Motley has had a very big influence on an entire generation" 


"And that in and of itself is amazing for us to realize. We just went out there with the idea of having as much 
fun as we could and its amazing to have accomplished the things we have." 


She nodded, in full interviewer mode. 
"So what's the last question of the night?" he asked. 


She couldn't help but smile at him. He was so beautiful and the candlelight made his eyes seem to sparkle so 


charmingly. 


She had to drag herself out of fantasyland and back to the task at hand. She checked the card, since she had 
clearly forgotten 


‘Oh. This is an easy one. Are you a good dancer?" 

"Well, | don't know. Since you're the dancer here | think I'll just have to let you be the judge of that” 

He got up from the table and she looked up at him like she had no clue what was going on. He put out his hand 
for her and she gathered that they were now about to dance. She took his hand and got up, letting him lead 
her over to the center of the floor. 

She could tell the staff thought it was just so cute as he started to slow dance with her. Tons of pictures 
were being taken and she smiled and tried not to look nervous and just enjoy it. He was actually doing a great 
job leading, though. It just felt really natural and nice. 

She had her hand on his shoulder and he had his on the small of her back as they danced and talked about 
random things. It was just really sweet and innocent but there came a point where she was wondering if she 


felt what she thought she felt. 


‘No, it couldn't be. | am absolutely positive that | do not have what it takes to get Nikki Sixx promoted,’ she 
decided. 


But it was exciting just to think about the possibility. 
"So what do you think?" he asked. "How bad am |?" 
"Well I'm having a great time so I'd have to say you're pretty good." 


"l'm having fun, too," he said, with a smile. "So, teach me some moves? You know something to spice it up a 


little." 

"Okay," she laughed. "I will be your personal choreographer for the night" 

"Be my guest.” 

"You, Nikki, are adventurous but a gentleman so | would say the Tango would suit you." 
"Alright | could see that. The Tango is a very passionate dance." 


"And you are a very passionate individual," she said. "What you have to understand about the tango is that its 
all about attitude, confidence and passion" 


She showed him some basic steps and then they practiced. He was doing really well and when it came to the 
end of the song he surprised her by dipping her. And he was smooth about it, too, even when lifting her back 


up. 
Everyone applauded them. 

"My, you're quite the natural aren't you?" she smiled, a little swept off her feet. 
"Well | guess the Tango suits me 


The hand she happened to be holding at that moment was the one on which he wore his wedding ring, and it 
must've been the contact with something that technically belonged to Donna that brought on the very thing 
she'd been hoping she would not get that night. 


A full-blown vision. 


Everything went fuzzy for a minute and then clear, and in that clarity she saw Donna She saw her just as 
clearly as though she were standing right in front of her. And she was with someone. It took her a moment to 


place the man, but her memory kicked in and she realized that the someone she was with was none other than 


Nick Valensi from The Strokes. 


They were having a romantic dinner at what she was sure was Nick's place. And then she started to kiss him. 
It was quite obvious that they were lovers. Sofia gasped, realizing that this vision was something that was 
happening in the present time. 


Donna was having an affair! 

"Sofia?" Nikki asked, noticing her flustered expression. "Whats the matter?" 
"Where is Donna right now?" 

"She's at her mother's. Why?" 


She was so outdone she was unable to speak. Truthfully, she didn't know a thing about Donna but she knew 
that Nikki loved her and it was disheartening that she would lie to him this way. She really felt that he 
deserved to know that his wife was most certainly NOT at her mother's right then, but she knew that would 
be a very bad idea. Still, she wanted to tell him. She felt it was her duty to tell him the truth. But on the 
other hand, she knew what would happen if she did. And she just couldn't. 


It was tearing her apart and she didn't know what to do. She knew that this would continue to haunt her for 
the entire evening until she eventually said something and she didn't want that to happen. The best choice was 
to just bail out. There was nothing left to do but have dessert and take pictures and there was no way she 


could sit there and eat tiramisu or whatever, and keep this huge secret to herself. 


‘|| have to go, I'm sorry," she said, breaking away. 

"What? Wait," he said, following her off the dance floor. 

She took her handbag off the table and headed for the door, trying to leave before he got to the bottom of 
what was really wrong with her. People always pressed and pressed until she felt compelled to tell them. She 


didn't want to be responsible for delivering this kind of earth-shattering news. 


"Wait, Sofia, don't leave," he called, catching up to her. "I'm sorry, maybe the dance was too much. | wasn't 


trying to hit on you or anything, | swear." 

| know. The dance was nice. | had a really great time tonight, Nikki. And | really appreciate it. | just can't stay." 
"Well was it something | said?" 

"No, nothing like that." 

"f | did or said something to offend you just tell me." 


"No, you didn't. You've been really nice, Nikki. | just have some issues and those issues are popping up right 


now. 
"Alright, I'll take you back to the hotel, then 
"Thank you." 


Nikki grabbed his jacket and took her to the car. 


